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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Sick story from a sick mind, featuring a sick musician Enjoy! 


She stood at the top of the stairs standing on one foot and digging the other into the yellowed carpet behind 
her. She knew she needed to knock on the door and just come clean about everything, but she was hesitant. He 
was known for his temper - frightening and violent, especially when drunk. It was only five o'clock in the 
evening, but his drinking patterns (like his moods) were unpredictable. Maybe he would be wasted, maybe 
perfectly sober and level-headed. She made up her mind after ten minutes of silently staring at his apartment 
door that he was going to be mad regardless and decided to just knock and get it over with. 


Knock knock knock. 


The perfect silence indicating he was not home was not what she heard. Almost immediately, she heard 
footfalls heading straight for the door. It was nearly yanked open, and his look was intense. Upon seeing her 
though, his look softened and he grinned. 


"Hey," he said. 


"Hey, Dave," she answered, doing her best to hide her nervousness. Dave held the door open and she stepped 
inside. The second the lock latched behind her she fought the urge to jump out the nearest window. 


"What's up?" Dave asked, no hint of maliciousness in his voice. 
"Not much, just getting done with my shift," she replied. 
‘Long day?" Dave inquired. 


"It was okay, | guess. Just a normal day," she answered. She knew soon enough she would have to tell him what 


had happened that morning. 


She sat on the dingy old couch while Dave slouched in a nearby high-backed wooden chair. He was dressed like 
his normal self; old ripped jeans, old ripped shirt, holey socks...yet his hair remained perfect as ever. 


The girl had always wondered how Dave kept his hair so perfect. Everything else in his life seemed so tainted 
and disgusting, but that one facet of his appearance remained without blemish. Dave was easy on the eyes in 
general, but something about his hair kept the girl entranced and she had to force herself not to stare. Dave 
looked her over, no doubt seeing what she saw in him. She wore old jeans, an old band shirt and shoes that 
were held together with duct tape. She doubted he had the same admiration for her appearance, or if he did 
he had never let on. She had shared any sort of affection with Dave and only partied with him once or twice, 
and the only things she knew about him was that they were the same age (19) and that he sold drugs for a 
living. Her normal visits there only lasted a few minutes unless he needed a moment to measure the portion of 


what she was buying. 


"You seem to be a bit..empty-handed," Dave remarked, a touch of amusement in his tone. The girl did her best 
to keep eye-contact with the man before her but it was next to impossible. "Did you forget something?" 


At those words her eyes dropped to the filthy carpet under her feet. She shuffled her feet into the carpet 


for a moment before answering plainly, "I know. That's what | wanted to talk to you about." 


Dave leaned his head forward onto his fists, as if he were a kid about to be told a fairy tale. He smiled at her 
and she didn't know whether to be comforted of afraid. "I'm listening.” 


The mellowness of his tone did nothing to help her fear, so she spoke to the carpet rather than looking Dave in 


the eye. "I'm afraid | don't have anything for you today to honor our agreement.” 
Dave only leaned further into his fists, a look of neutrality and amusement mixing on his face. "Why not?" 


The girl clenched her eyes shut. "I got caught." 


"Caught doing what?" Dave asked. 


"Stealing," she nearly spat, upset at herself for both getting caught and having to tell Dave, who she was sure 
would start yelling at her at any moment. When she gathered the courage to look him in the eye, the 
expression on his face had not changed and she knew she would have to admit what had happened. Her palms 
were sweating and she was unaware of how long she had been clenching the bottom of her shirt nervously. 
Dave noticed her disquieted behavior and seemed only amused by it, cocking his head to one side and letting his 


red hair slip over his shoulders and in front of him. 

The girl thought back to the arrangement: Dave lived in the apartment above the record shop she was working 
in and had for quite some time. She knew he sold drugs and she knew he liked music. She didn't make much 
money, but she knew that if she was left alone in the store she might be able to steal a few records and use 
them for payment. Dave was completely comfortable with their arrangement and always enjoyed the records 
she brought him. This had went on for months, but the store manager was wise to her and confronted her 


about it this morning. 


"Um," she stammered. "When | came in this morning my manager confronted me about some records he 


claimed were missing." 
"What did you tell him?" 


"Nothing, and he couldn't prove anything," she explained. "But he said he's going with his gut instinct and he's 


not letting me work anymore shifts alone for a while." 


She looked up at Dave whose look had remained constant. There was a pause before he asked a question she 


knew was coming. "So you'll be paying in cash from now on?" 

"Yes," she agreed. "And I'll have your money when | get my next check - a week from Friday." 

At those words, Dave frowned. "A week from Friday? That's an awfully long time." 

His words sounded overly paternal and she felt herself growing uncomfortable. "I know. I'm really sorry." 
"What happened to the money from your last check?" he asked not unkindly. 

"Rent." 

"Oh, right," Dave said. "Can't lose your apartment now, can you?" 


The girl felt her throat getting dry but knew better than to ask for something to drink. "Dave, if there was 
anything | could do to pay you right now | would, but | can't and I'm sorry," she managed to choke out. 


Dave leaned forward in the chair, his brow furrowed in thought. He absent-mindedly ran a hand through his 


hair, momentarily hypnotizing the nervous girl. "Well," he finally said. "I guess there is one thing you could do." 
"What?" she asked. A heavy feeling was beginning to settle on her chest. 

"You could suck my cock," he suggested just as calmly as if he were suggesting they have dinner together. 
The girl knew she heard him correctly, but asked, "What?" just the same. 

"You. Could. Suck. My. Cock," he repeated, emphasizing each word with an eerie calmness. 

Unsure of how to answer but too scared to deny his request, she sat in unmoving silence. Every nerve on her 
body felt on edge, alive and overly-sensitive. While she held her face in completely still, Dave must have 
sensed her nervousness and added, "You don't have to worry; I'm not going to make you do anything you don't 
want to do." 

The girl breathed a sigh of relief that she hoped wasn't audible. 

"Not yet, anyway." 

Her eyes snapped open and she looked at Dave, who had a treacherous smile on your face. "What?" 

Dave only let out a quiet laugh and said, "Nothing. It's up to you. | just know you're a little strapped for money 
right now. You can struggle to give me the money and balance all of your other bills, or you can blow me and 


your debt is erased" 


He shifted in the chair, crossing one leg over the other and running his fingers through his red curls. Her kept 


his eyes on hers, never once looking away. 

"|..." she began but could not finish. 

"Listen, it's cool," Dave said evenly. "Just know that | charge interest." 

She blinked. "How much interest?" 

Five bucks a day," he replied coolly. "But you know, no pressure.’ 

The girl felt her heart dropping into her stomach. There was no way she would be able to pay Dave what she 
owed him and the interest without it compounding. He knew where she lived and worked, so it wasn't like she 
could just disappear and never see him again. It didn't take long for her to weigh her options. Her hands were 


tied. There was nothing else she could do and no other options came to mind. Still, she thought she might try. 


"Dave, please," she begged. 


"Please what? | have to make a living, too," he said, trying to feign innocence. "It's not my fault you got caught 


stealing. And you realize that now my rent might be late, right? 
‘I'm sorry," the words slipped out of her mouth before she had a chance to think. 


"Don't be sorry," Dave shrugged. "Just take care of this, one way or the other. Just know that one way is just 


as good as another is far as l'm concerned." 


The girl clinched her eyes closed, trying to convince herself all of this was some bad dream but failing. She did 
the math in her head again and knew she couldn't afford to have any kind of debt at the moment. She took a 
deep breath, opened her eyes and confessed, "Okay." 


Dave tilted his head and asked a question he already knew the answer to: "Okay what?" 
"Ill do it." 

Dave sat in silence until she clarified. 

"ll blow you." 


Dave smiled wickedly but she was certain that he was suppressing some of it. He uncrossed his legs and 


slouched a bit in the chair. He paused a moment before telling her, "Whenever you're ready." 


She shifted slowly to the edge of the couch to stand when his words stopped her. "I only have two requests: 


one, take your time. No rushing for any reason. | want my money's worth. Two is that you crawl to me." 


Though she was beginning to shake all over, she was quite certain the room was at least twenty degrees 


hotter than it had been five minutes ago. The girl sat puzzled for a moment before asking him to clarify. 


"Crawl to me, don't walk," he said simply. His voice remained so level and calm that it was almost disturbing, 
yet the girl counted herself lucky. He could have done any number of things to take his anger out on her, but 
his words and actions held a strange tranquility she had never before seen in an angry man. Rather than 
standing, she obeyed Dave's request and dropped to her knees after scooting from the edge of the couch. She 
kept her eyes to the ground and took the small hair tie that she kept in her pocket. She quickly gathered her 


hair into a messy ponytail and put her hands on the ground. 


She looked up at Dave and kept her eyes on his as she slowly crawled toward him. Something sticky covered 
the carpet, causing the skin on her hands to stick to it momentarily each time she moved closer. She moved 
toward him slowly just as he'd asked, and every inch she crawled his smile grew a tiny bit. She could only 

imagine how dirty her jeans would be when she stood up later. Or maybe, she thought, I'll just crawl out the 


door when l'm done. 


When she finally reached Dave, she felt like crying but held back with all the courage she had. The girl thought 


that she could put herself someplace else mentally, imagine she was not kneeling on the filthy floor of a tiny 
apartment about to basically whore herself to pay for drugs. She thought she could just close her eyes and it 


would all be over soon. 


She looked down and her hands which showed no signs of grime, yet she wiped them on her jeans for a 
moment. Hesitantly, she sat back on her feet and reached her shaking hands up to unfasten Dave's jeans. 
Dave's hand, perfectly still, reached up to still hers. For a moment she thought he was going to change his 
mind, that he would be content with her simple willingness to settle her debt physically and trust that she 
would pay when she had the cash. 


She was wrong. 


"Let me get that for you," he said, standing to his feet and unbuttoning his jeans. For the second time, she felt 
her heart drop. He pushed them down his legs but didn't take them completely off. He sat again with a 
satisfied sigh and returned his gaze to her. 


The girl shifted her gaze slowly downward. She was grateful to see that his dick wasn't massive, but it was by 
no means small. She leaned forward, unknowingly taking a deep breath as she did so. She used her hand to lift 
it, almost fully erect, into her mouth. His flesh almost seemed to burn her fingers. She was grateful that his 
skin only tasted like skin and not like sweat. She closed her eyes, did her best to forget her surroundings and 
started licking. 


She worked her tongue around the head, caressing it slowly and sucking steadily. For a few minutes, she forgot 
that she was giving a guy head for money and imagined he was someone she cared about - someone she 
wanted to do a good job for. The first time he moaned though, the illusion was gone. Dave was very vocal. His 
moans were loud and unashamed, filling the small room. While the girl was glad that he seemed pleased with 
her efforts, she wished desperately that he would have stayed quiet. She increased the length she took into 
her mouth, making his moans even louder. Just as she was starting to get comfortable with what she was 


doing, she felt a clammy hand tangle into her hair and pull her mouth all the way forward. 


The girl let out a tangled choke but held her composure, moving her hands from her lap onto his thighs. She 
knew that if she didn't make this enjoyable her debt would not be paid off, and she did not think she could 
psych herself into doing it twice. His cries became increasingly loud and the girl employed her hand to help him 
finish. She knew he was about to come and tried to move away, but he held her head firmly in place and shot 
his come into her throat, giving her no other option but to swallow. Dave let his head fall backward and the 
girl quickly pushed away, wiping her mouth and coughing. As much as she wanted to get up and run out, she 


stayed on the floor sitting on her feet. 
A few agonizing minutes later, Dave stood and pulled up his jeans. She kept her eyes down. Something in her 
chest felt dirty; used. She knew no amount of showers would make her feel any cleaner for the time being and 


decided to just go home and sleep it off. She thought she might even have to call in sick the next day. 


"Okay, you can go, you're paid up," Dave said nonchalantly and walked into another room. She pushed herself to 


her feet, nearly tripping as she did so and headed for the door. Just before she walked out, Dave called her 
name. She kept her hand on the doorknob and hesitantly looked back. Dave was standing there, holding a small 


plastic bag. The smile on his face was murderous. 


"Wanna buy some pot?" 


